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Chapter
1






The girl wanted me to fix Bit Khazz’s eponym
on her left forearm. In metallic gold ink. As if that could make it
classy.

She was legal. Eighteen. 

But it was stupid.

Everyone would know it was fake and it
wouldn’t fade.

I told her so. 

“I have the money to pay for it,”
was her response.

“It’s not about the money. Find
someone else to do it.”

Her face passed through a variety of emotions.
Confusion. Anger. Dread. Depression. Hope, maybe. A bunch of other
expressions I couldn’t read.

“Fuck you!” she suddenly screamed
at me. I half expected that to be her reaction. “Everyone says
you’re the best fixer but you’re complete shit!”

I didn’t even need to tap the panic button in
my workspace. Dilly, our bouncer, appeared a second later and told
her to leave. Dilly is six foot eight, close to three hundred
pounds of pure muscle, and the scar on the side of his head makes
him look like a mental patient. 

He’s a teddy bear.

The scar was from his time bouncing at a bar
when a beer bottle was broken over his head. Letting his hair grow
wasn’t an option because it looked like shit.

The girl ineffectively punched him a few times
in the chest. She would have done more damage to a brick
wall. 

She left without a further
argument.

She left making me feel like shit.

“You okay, boss?” Dilly asked
me. 

“Yeah, just...trying to tell
eighteen year old girls they are making a terrible decision is like
spitting on a hurricane to make the wind stop.”

“Uh-huh.” Dilly nodded sagely and
left.

I finished up my time in the studio and went
home at midnight.

I never claimed to be the best fixer in the
world, country, state, city, or anywhere, but somehow I had gotten
the reputation. The money was good and I didn’t know what else to
do with my life. I had that one specific talent and that was
it.

No one really knows how eponyms started. One
day, they just appeared on people’s skin. Everyone remembers the
date. I guess it’s good it wasn’t retroactive.

Have sex with someone and the name of your
lover suddenly appears on your skin as if tattooed
there. 

Sounds great, right?

Except you don’t get to choose where it
appears and there’s no way to remove it.

Cut that piece of skin off and the name
appears elsewhere. Sand it off, same thing. Only real solution is
to cover it up with a tattoo, but not tattoo over it, work the name
into a design that hides it. 

Of course, on the other side of the coin are
the star fuckers who bed celebrities just to get the latest rapper
or actress’s name permanently inscribed on their
flesh. 

And then there are the people who will pay for
fake eponyms of famous people.

It’s big business.

The weird thing about eponyms is that they
seem to be unique like fingerprints. They always appear in the
person’s native tongue whether it be English or Japanese or
Sanskrit or Emoji.

Some people speculated it was a bizarre
sexually transmitted disease to humiliate fornicators and
adulterers. I liked those who thought it was a virus created by a
religious cult, that would have been great, but it caused so many
scandals in so many religions, I immediately discounted it.
Catholic priests couldn’t keep it in their pants any more than
Protestant pastors. And of course none of them could hold a candle
to hypocritical politicians, but more on them later.

Of course, the real damage was to people in
relationships who were one hundred percent positive they would
never be cheated on by their partners. And then they would find the
evidence literally written on their bodies. 

Oftentimes their faces.

Funny how they worked out, almost like lying
had real consequences.

A curse from God seemed more
likely.

Personally, I think it was just humanity’s
karma catching up with us. That a cosmic entity with a bizarre
sense of humor was playing with us.

Elisa was waiting for me in our bed in our
apartment. Well, not exactly waiting for me. She was asleep in the
bed. I undressed as quietly as I could and went into the bathroom
before joining her. 

I briefly looked at myself in the mirror
because I foolishly turned on the bathroom light.

What kind of fixer—what kind of
tattoo artist—has no tattoos at all?

Just the eponym of his girlfriend.

Elisa’s name ran down my left arm, starting at
the shoulder and ending mid-biceps, in inch high
letters.

It was my only eponym.

I hated looking at myself in the
mirror.

Slipping between the sheets, I tried to go to
sleep, but Elisa curled up next to me.

“Are you late?” she mumbled, still
half asleep.

“No. You’re just
tired.”

“Uh-huh.”

She was usually tired. Working as an ER
medtech will do that.

All she wore to bed was one of my
old t-shirts that was ten sizes too big for
her

I lay in the dark and thought about her body.
She might not object if I woke her up for sex, but I wasn’t in the
mood. If she had been, she would have woken me up.

I knew where all her eponyms
were. 

Jimmy C - right thigh

Adrian - left hip

Jordan - inside left elbow

Markus H - lower back, right side

Richard - right shoulder blade

Chris - stomach, to the right of her belly
button

River - side of left foot

Kelly T - right elbow

I knew the names. I had never asked her about
them. It didn’t take a genius to figure out at least two, possibly
as many as four, were neutral enough to be feminine names. I didn’t
ask about that either.

She had mentioned to me that only her name was
on my skin. I agreed with her. It was the truth. Only her name was
on me.

I suppose I should mention that my name was on
her as well. It was etched beautifully on her skin, left breast,
right above her heart.
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